The stars are semicirculing faster tonight. Racing me on my way to you. Crickets and bats and frogs and toads and spiders are feasting and praising their particular deities between crunches of exoskeletons. I once exhaled an over ten-thousand-word sentence, complete with verbally marked punctuation, on the phone with you in an effort to impress, I suppose. Your efforts to permanently catch my attention have succeeded beautifully. That is a word I often associate with you, my dearest. Alone, inside, traffic occasionally making its transient presence known through the solitary entranceway. A bird chirps. Food before me before I lay down again without you on the much-fabled big maroon couch. My visions of your form are quite sharp in detail by now, despite the constant pain that causes. I'm sure they are inadequate compared to your actual splendor. Your taste and smell are legendary here, the kind of thing one relates to younger generations for the sake of imparting wisdom, however applicable it may be to them. I am dying without them in my mouth and nostrils. This is the pact we made, and I accept its consequences. Your voice is loud in my ears; you're so cute sometimes. I am trying my hardest to remain clear in intent. Please forgive me if I fail. At very least I will remove permanently the obstacle that prevents both of us from being together and happy. In this it is guaranteed I will not fail. Thank you, baby. It has been my honor to grow into a man who continued to catch your eyes and fancy. You are truly the sexiest woman to have ever existed. Think of me when the stars smear the heavens in their hurry. I love you Patricia Ann Mackenzie. 